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STROPHE. 


HE Fury of the North, 
That ruſh'd in Terror forth, 
Is fall'n : at fable noon-of Night, | 
Her Torch, dire-blazing, glares afarr, | 
Diſaſtrous Signal of the morrow's War, IE 9H 
No more, — Twas thus Great Alfred's tongue 


SS & 2 


a A a M a- 


A 


Preluded to prophetic Song, „ 
Upon a Rock, from whoſe proud height 


King Alfred, after having defeated the Danes at Eddington, is placed in the fol- 
lowing piece on the White-Horſs Hills in Berkſhire, which ſtood near the Northern 
Extremity of his Grandfather Egbert's hereditary kingdom of the Weſt-Saxons, and 
overlooked Wantage, the place of his, own Nativity, From this fituation, which 
| Was not very remote from the Scene of his late victory, his Eye might command 2 
diſtant view of that vale, in which Oxford now ſtands, 
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The White-Horſe looks o'er Offa's frontier-plain, * 


That girt around the Weſtern-Saxon's reign, 
Till haughty Conqueſt ſpread her wings, 
Clotted with blood, on Egbert's head, 

And gave his thirſty blade 


Jo riot in the Hearts of Kings, — 


On the cold ground alone, 


The Minſtrel-King was rudely thrown : 
His ſoiled Veſt, unſeemly-riv'n, 
Flow'd to the driving Winds of Heav'n. 
The Harp, whoſe ſweet enchanting tone 


Was heard the tented foes among, 


And thrill'd ſtern Guthrum's ſoul of ſtone, i ids 
Silent from his ſhoulder hung. 
The White-Croſs Banner waved near, Tan 


* Offa the Great, was King of Mercia, The river Thames ſeparated his Eng- 
dom from that of the Weſt-Saxons. tic 03 doo. 0): bool 

2 Alfred, in the diſguiſe of a Minſtrel, entered the camp of the Danes, and was 
admitted in that character to the tent of Guthrum their Prince. W. of Malmeſp. 


Lib. 2. cap. 4. | | | | 
3 Verſtegan, ſpeaking of thofe religious Fathers, who converted King Ethelbert to 
Chriſtianity, ſays, that they approached him, „carrying before them, in place 
« of a banner, a croſs of ſilver, and the image of our Saviour, painted in a table. 
See the plate exhibited, Reſtitution of Decayed Intelligence, pag. 143. The Bear- 
ing of Alfred's family was the Croſs. Heylin. Help to Engl. Hiſt. pag. 14. The 
Croſs was alſo borne by Eldred, King of the Weſt-Saxons in 946. Guillim. 
Pag · 92. Ed. Lond. 1632. | | 15 | 5 | | 
44 That 
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That o'er brave Alfred's ranks diſplay'd, 

As late he led his Battel on, 

To hoſtile Eyes diſtreſsful ſhone, 

And e' er the din of Britiſh onſet bray'd, 

Had ſmote with pale diſmay the Dacian rear. 
Uproſe the King, and low in worſhip bow'd.— 
Hope came, and breath'd her Spirit o'er his ſoul; 
| Then, as in Trance, his hands unbidden ſtole 
Down on the Harp, and thus the numbers flow'd. 


. 


« Yet whence that fearful Sound 

«© Swings o'er the rocky mound, | 

© And deepens in each woody glen ? — 
Hail, Sound of Triumph—to his Den 
The Britiſh Lion takes his way, 12525 | 
And, fated with the bloody prey, 
Shakes on his mane the Dacian ſpoils, 


That ring . the nn, 


A 


l Tet is not unuſual to ks a People at War under the Emblem of a Lion : 
and it is remarkable, that Alfred was the only one * ſeven Saxon * who bore 
a Lion in his Arms, Heylin, ibid. 


£ Yet 
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© Yet mourn, ye Saxon Fathers, mourn —- 
The Spirit of your land forlorn 
From War's vain trophy turns her Eyes, 
And ſtill for nobler Triumph fighs. 
Forget not, Heav'n: on watry Fen, 
sad Outcaſt from the walks of Men, 
Bowing theſe weary knees, how oft I pray d 
Father of Nations, bruiſe with vengeful Hand 
© Yon Hoſt of Spoilers, that remorſeleſs wade 
© In Floods of Slaughter o'er the gaſping land! 


Then high on Alfred's peaceful plains 
© To Thee ſhall riſe the ſpiry Fanes, 
© By knees of Saints devoutly worn : 
© Then Truth, from her celeſtial Beam, 
hall ſtoop with letter'd Seers to dwell : 
b © Then ſhall bright Wiſdom's orient rays diſpel 
| © The Night of dreaming Sloth, and, wak'd by Morn, 
| © The Muſe ſhall breathe her Strains of lofty theme. 


Alfred lay for ſome time concealed in a ſmall ds iſland in Somerſetſhire, | 
made by the ſtagnated waters of the Thone and the Parret. To this retreat he gave 
the name of Æthelingey, i. e. the Iſle of Nobles. It now bears the name of Athel- 
ney. ** Sax. p. 85. W. of Malmeſb. Lib. 2. cap. 4. | 


III. Lo! 


CS] 


. 
Lol Heav'n hath heard on yonder northern plain, 


© Their Mercian ſhore along, 


© The Chiefs of Science throng ! 
| © No ribs of plated ſteel embrace them round, 

© No murd'rous Croſs-bows on their ſhoulders ſound, * 
© The Panoply of Peace they hold, 
© Stoles of White, and Lyres of Gold. 
Fail, holy Kings! Unbloody Patriots, hail! 
© How poor my Praiſe, when Guthzuga wildly-pale * . 
© Bcheld his vanquiſh'd legions fly, | 
© And wav'd with fruitleſs arm on high 
His dark-wing'd Raven to the trembling Dane! 2 
© Unbolt your mail, and {till the twanging yew, 
© Ye war-worn Britons, Lo] yon graceful Scene 
© Hath dreſs'd in guiltleſs green 
© Your Realm of Hope and Triumphs ever-new | 


3 The crae-bow they, i. e. the Saxons, had i in great uſe, and that in warre,” 
Verſtegan, pag. 56. 


2 He commanded the Danes at the battle of Eddington. 


2 The Daniſh ſtandard was a Black Raven, which they conſidered as enchanted. 
A Black Raven was borne by Hardicanute i in his Arms. 


B c Far 
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1 Far in the lovely vale Ve throng, 

© Great Fathers of the Britiſh Song; 

© Ev'n now tae name of Alfred dwells 

* Preluded on Your thouſand ſhells. 
Lo] quiv'ring beams of brightneſs glide 


© Along the wave's romantic ſide, 


Shook from plumes of Spirits fair, 

© That hover in the lucid air : 

© Such, as ſcatter Graces warm 
Upon the poliſh'd Marble's form: 

© Such, as on the mimic Tint 

« Strong Character of Life imprint: 

© Such, whoſe magic hands untie 
The twiſted links of Harmony: 

© Such, who rear with tendence kind 
The Nurflings of the teeming Mind. 


ANTISTROPHE. 


* 
* Ye promis d Spirits, hail! 
© That weave on yonder vale 
© The roll of Fame for Egbert's Line. 
© Ye ſaw the Heav'n-taught Pontiff ſhed * , 
q Imperial Oil on Alfred's youthful head, 
c Great Son of Ethelwolf,” He cried, 
The Sceptre of thy Father guide, 


t The Majeſty of Peace be Thine.” 
Twas then deep Rapture thrill'd my bade veins, 


As, hovering yet on Tiber's darken'd plains, 
I ſaw the Muſe of Greece delay ? 

On, on, I call'd—in Britiſh ſkies 

No Clouds of Darkneſs riſe : 

Away, to Alfred's reign, Away! 

She flew to yonder ſhade ; 

c Lo! there the Siſter- train ſhe ſtay d. 


1 * „c „ * 


Leo III. gave Alfred the royal Unction at ( when his three brothers were 
all living. Aﬀer, p. 2. See Bale in his Account of Alfred, 
| © Awaken'd 


= ns 
— 


—_ * &«z D C » : " 
— — : — . * * 830 


TY) 


Awaken' d by her voice divine, 


© That ſounded thro' each claſſic ſhrine, 
© The Wiſe and Great of Britain's clime 
© Liſt'ning in aweful Synod ſtand, 

© While now her ſtrains of lore ſublime 
Fill the boſom of the land, 


As ſteams of precious Sweet diſtill 


© From Cenſers of ambroſial balm. | 
© Hark! while ſuch ſounds each Pupil hears, 
© As oft have charm'd immortal ears, 


© The froward winds are ſunk to ſober calm, 
© And airs of joy the whiſp'ring welkin fill. 


© O ſcorn me not, ye Chiefs of deareſt name, 


© While thus I caſt my blood-ſtain' d wreath aſide! 


© To ſhame and ſilence ſhrinks the warrior's pride; 
© Be mine your Triumphs, mine your peaceful Fame. 


IT. 


But ceaſe, ye ſtrings profane, 


© Nor mock with ſcornful ſtrain 
© The peril of the hardy Field— 


© Lol ringing loud his maiden ſhield, 


© A . 


L i 1 
© A crowned Form comes ſtriding on. 
He muſes deep of battles won 
By Arthur's Knights in old empriſe : 
© He pauſes now with lifted eyes, 
And folded hands, in act of pray'r— 
But, mark | his ſparkling eye-balls glare: 
© His hands unlock: his ſpirit burns: 
© Eaſtward with threat'ning ſtart he turns: 
© His wild right-hand hath drawn the blade, 
That flaſhes red thro' Beaumont's ſhade. 
© Fly, fly, ye Wolves of th Eaſt, and faint beneath 
| © The ſtorm that gathers, black with dreadful woe: 
Fierce on your necks deſcends the ſword of death, 
| © And lion-hearted Richard points the blow. 
No more to glut the hungry maw 
© With fleſh of Saints, your bloody paw 
© Shall dig the ſhrined Martyr's grave: 
No longer ſhall your diſſonant howl 
Alarm the ſtill religious fane. 
© Lol the Great Shepherd of the waſted plain 


: Richard the firſt, fanned Coeur te Lion, the PORES Cruſade-Captain, Was 
| born at Oxford, at a palace called Beaumont's—the ſite of which, it is believed, 
was very near to Worceſter College, | 


5 | © Returns: 


[ 10 ] 


Returns: his fond parental Arm ſhall fave 
The choſen fold from midnight rapine foul. 


A 
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III. 
Hail, holy Morn, when in the ſtreaked Eaſt 
The Chriſtian Day- ſtar ſhone | „ 
Supplanted on her throne, 
Th' Uſurper Darkneſs thro' the mid-way ſky 
Down fell—fond Faith recall'd the ſtraying eye, 
And lighted on, to realms of Day 
Holds her unbenighted way. 
No more th' impenetrable groves among,  \- 1 
With ſacred ſpoils and idol-trophies hung 
From altars foul dark wreaths of ſmoke 
Imboſom the religious Oak ; 
When rous'd by Mona's bloody-mantled Prieſt, * 
Impatient Homicide, his Druid-crew | 
With eyes of madneſs watch the midnight ſpell, | 
And drown with deat 'ning yell ns f 


— 


* 
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* The Ifland of Mona, which now beard the name of Angleſey, was antiently 
| ſacred to the ſuperſtition of the Druids. Cæſar informs us, that they had a Chief 
Fi or Head, to whom Py gave (Freccige power. They paid . veneration to 


1 3 5 © The 
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© The ſcream of Captives ſtretch'd in furnace blue. 


The Voice of Heav' n, in thunders loud, 
5 | Reſounded from the rocking cloud— 
Back to thy doom, thou Spirit fell, 

« Dire Atheiſm, eldeſt-born of Hell: 
The nations, whom thy ſceptre broke, 
« Are ſtarted from thy tyrant- yoke. 
Wither'd down from giant- ſize 

To dwarfiſh ſhape, the Monſter flies: 
© Down he drops the pitchy robe, 
That veil'd from Goſpel-dawn the globe: 
Beams of Heay'n confound his ſight, 

© And ſeal his aching orbs in Night. 

© Fiends, that dar'd in flight uphold 

© The Banner of the Anarch old, 

© All in hideous ruin driv'n, 

Are periſh'd from the face of Heav'n. 


the Oak, and uſually ſolemnized their religious rites in the deepeſt receſſes of the 
foreſts. Their human ſacrifices were forbidden by Auguſtus and TOY and * 


liſhed by Claudius. Suge in Vit. Claudi. 
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© Such ſounds of ſweetneſs, thoughts of fire, 5 


Vet never wak'd a Britiſh tongue. 
From age to age, from clime to clime, 
'© Thro' ſcenes of paſt and future time, 


a 
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E P O D E. 

© But hark | on yonder plain 

© A thouſand harps are ſtrung : | 
* Rous'd by the Muſe, her tuneful quire 

Swell out the choral ſtrain 


Vet never liv'd on Britiſh ſtrings, 


Each Minſtrel's winged fancy ſprings, 
Ev'n now to life and wonted fame 
Some old departed Bard they call ; 

With ſong they hail his kindred name, 
And hymn his praiſe, or mourn his fall, 


A 


© Prolong, ye Bards, your numbers clear; 
* They breathe not all in vain— 7 
© My ſoul with ſweet enchantment glows, 

And fits to liſten in my wakeful ear: 


4 


L 13 
© Ev'n now I hear ſome holy ſtrain, 
And thus the broken meaſure flows— 


STROPHE, 
IRREGULAR, 


I, 


O Thou, whoſe Harp her native Heav'n regain'd, * 


And roſe a Star with rays benign, 


What time thy corſe, by murd'rous hands profan'd, 
Was hearſed by the weeping Nine - | 

Sweet Bard, whoſe numerous ſong, 

Wafted by thy Parent-Muſe ; 

Threicia's waſte along, 


A * — — 


Still to Fancy's ear renews 


a 


Thoſe melting ſounds, that once beguil d 


To ſilence deep the roaring Wild: 
When from rank and lurid cells, 
Where the e famiſiia Tyger yells, 


A 


* Orpheus was the reputed fon of the Muſe Calliope; when he was torn In pieces 
by the Bacchanals on Mount Rhodope in Thrace, his body was preſerved by the 
Muſes, and his harp became a ſtar. The works, which bear his name, are ſuſpected 
to be ſpurious, 


D « Dark 
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I4 
© Dark Rhodope's unfathom'd womb, 
© Reluctant came her monſtrous brood, 


g © Th' unſated luſt of prey ſubdu'd, | 
wt | Co . 33 5 | | | 
1 © And kiſs'd thy witching ſtrings in rapture dumb. 1 


ANTISTROPHE, 


And Thou, whoſe Epic lyre, * 19 
strung by a Muſe of fire, „„ 
© Alarm'd the ſea-green Nymphs, that reign Y 
© Ofer th' Ægean's broad profound : 
c They ſank beneath their echoing main, | ; 


© In terror of the battel's ſound. 

© When the ſea's enraged God 

| Thrice immeaſureably ſtrode, 

a | © What dire diſmay their boſoms ſmote, 

„ © Leſt the ſtern Monarch's mighty foot, 

© Yet once again in thunder hurl'd, 

| | © Should fall, and whelm the crumbling world: 


y "hg 


EPODE. 
| | I. | 
© And Thou, whoſe daring ſtrings, * 
© Heard over Piſa's rattling plain, 
© When ruſh'd th' impetuous Car along, 
« Swell'd out the great triumphal ſtrain, 
© To Chiefs, and liſt'ning Kings, 
© Poet of more than mortal ſong: 
Burſting the boſom's ſtubborn bar, 
Down thro' the heart thy violent Muſe 
Her headlong way purſues, 
| Rapid, as the trophied Car, 
Which regal Theron drove, 
When ſprung his burning axle forth 
On to the duſty goal; | 
Refiſtleſs, as the bolts of Jove, 
That, driv'n by the raging North, 
Unhinge the ſtedfaſt pole.— 


A * * 1 KR * A A 


» Pindar the Lyric Poet of Thebes, He celebrated Thefon, Tyrant of Agrigen- 
tem, victor i in the came Olymp. Od. 2. | 


© And 


To 


4 And Thou, the Mantuan Muſe's child, b 

© Whoſe even-meaſur'd lip 

Her trumpet fill'd with notes more mild 
Tiber ſtay' d the daſhing car 

On the ridges of his deep, 

And ſtill'd the ſurge, that hoarſely rung, 


Io liſten while the Poet ſung, 


© How from Aſia's hapleſs war, 
SEG he Chief of Ilium, wiſe and brave, 

To furious whirlwinds ſpread the daring ſail, 
While Death behind the mountainous wave 
Shook his dread ſpear along, the yawning vale. 
Yet ſafe his bark thro' tumbling ſurges bore 
Her Hoſt of Heroes to the Latian ſhore, 
Rous'd by the patriot ſtrain, | 
Each floating Triton graſp'd the ſhell, 

And blew a loud triumphal ſwell, 

That fill'd old Ocean's reign. _ 


A A N A Aa A A A 


Virgil, the Epic Poet of the Romans, was born at Mantua, 


' STROPHE, 


STROPHE, 


II, 
And Ye, immortal heirs of future praiſe, * 
© Whoſe notes the Muſe prophetic bears 
« Familiar to our raviſh'd ears 
© That breathe on Sion's plain your ſolemn lays, 
Where the heroic full Cruſade, 
* Beneath the filver Croſs array'd, 
* Hath broke Oppreſſion's iron rod, 
And cruſh'd th' inſulting foe of God 
The waſted N ymph of Salem hears, 
And, leaping from the ground, 
Freſh as in bridal pomp appears, 
Exulting to the pious ſound.— 
And Ye, that ſing, in Fancy's Car * 
Rapt o'er the pomp of fabled war, 
In faery fields of gay Romance, 
Where ſpell-born Chiefs the falchion wield 


, Tao, the Italian Epic Poet, and other Poets ws have in wy of their pieces 


alluded to the Cruſades. 
* Arioſto, and the Poets of Romance. 


Of fate, and catch the innocent lance 
Of mortal arm on charmed ſhield — 

© Or Ye, in ſoft and plaintive lay 
That waſte your tender amorous day, 
© While the noontide Zephyrs bear 
© Sighs that lull the melting fair, 

Or Echo whiſpers Laura's name 

© On myrtle-ſhaded Sorga's ſtream. 


ANTISTROPHE, 
II. 


© All, all—where'er at cloſe of day, | 

© When Eve unrolls her mantle gray, 

© Your ſolitary ſteps explore 

Each ſecret grove, or haunted ſhore, 

© To liſt, if tuneful Harps repay | 

© With Welcome ſweet your fond delay: 

© O turn—and while your penſive minds review 


© The i your Public-Fathers drew, 


2 Petrarch's retreat was ina valley near r the banks of the river Sorga, where * ee - 
lebrated his beloved Laura. | 


Then 


The Spirit of departed Liberty 

© Shall beat within your veins again, 

Nor ſhall Ye paſs with ſcornful footſteps by, 

© While, Britiſh-born, ſhe hails you to her reign— 
© Turn then your ſteps, dear wand'rers, turn, 

© Theſe walks of hoſpitable ſhade among; 
Here let your wonted fancies burn, 

ere let your longing Harps again be ſtrung. 


EPO PDE. 


II. 


5 In ſaintly robe of dazling White, 


Religion, from her ſphere of light, 


Hovers in the middle ſky— 


Ev'n now ſhe waves the Croſs divine, 


La) 


Beck'ning the Miſtreſs of your ſong 
Behold! the Muſe hath caught the ſign, 
And ſtarts with haſty wings alo! ug; 


8 — 


Rapture lightens in her eye, 


A 


And ſwells thro? all her panting veins. 


A 


They join: and o'er yon turrets fair 


— 


Suſpend their level wings in air: 
Ss | % Be 


— 3 


«Be theſe, they cry, our kindred fanes— 
« O Daughter of Immortals, holy Truth, 
« Here oft prolong thy myſtic lay 5 
To build th' exalted mind — 


«© Then, while in trance he glows; 


0 


A 


% Around his brow each fond impatient Youth 
« An untried wreath ſhall bind, 
c Of old Parnaſſus' new- blown bay, 


«© Inwove with Sharon's roſe— 
« Then, ſtarting as he beats the ſtring, 
c His loud acclaim ſhall fill the vale, 
| « Hail, Britiſh Alfred, patriot King, 
4 Great Father of thy people, Hail! 
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SONNET I. 


Hear, how the rural pipe of yonder mead, 
From underneath the ſolitary thorn, 
Breathes a ſweet whiſper to the ears of Morn. 
Up to this Glent lawn, O Shepherd, lead 
Thy daily flacks, and wake thy matin-reed ; 
To Heav'n be welcome thy devout return 
Of ſoul-felt melody—thy fertile bourne, 
Purg'd of each bloſſom rank, and baneful weed, 
For this, and doubly fed with genial dews, 
Freſh from her teeming lap ſhall largely give 
The knot-graſs moiſt, and thyme of ſavor kind, 
And Rill thy crouded folds ſhall richly thrive— 
The bounteous Giver: never will refuſe 


Thy pureſt worſhip, a contented mind. 


SONNET II. 


Meck bird, whoſe breaſt, as village-legends ſhew, 
The houſe-hold God with ruddy-grained down 
Cover'd of yore, to ſeal thee for his own, 
Approach familiar, for the wild winds blow, 


And bake with ſtiff ning guſt the ſheeted mo 


Be thine the ſhelter of my hearth's warm ſtone, 
With pulp of bruiſed ſeeds, and crumbs beſtrown, 
Diffoly'd in ſavory milk: no ſecret foe 

Doth lurk, where Pity wells —wwich eyes of love 
More fond, I hail thy viſit at my doors, 

And mix the morſels for fo ſweet a gueſt, i 

Then when at b th' imperial bird of Jove 
Full in my view on ſturdy pennon ſoars, 


Braving with ſtedfaſt ken the blaze of th' Eaſt. 


[as] 


8 ONNE T III. 


Welcome, propitious Eye, thy breathing hour., 
When Twilight ſcatters from her humid wing A 

Prolifie freſhneſs on the buds of ſpring— 
From the ſiveet cup of each exhauſted flow'r, in 

Salubrious incenſe on my ſpirit pour | 

That ſickens at the world, whoſe diſſonant ring 11 
Jars on my wounded ear, till timely ſing 
Thy ſoothing Nightingales—from yon lone tow'r, 
His ſhelter from the broad tumultuous day, 
| Steals forth with me the ſober bird of Night, 

— Beating with ſecret wing the ſhadows pale | 
Oft ſhall he meet me, ben the gariſh light 

Declines, and faded into ſolemn gray, Jt 

L T o Silence leaves the dim | unpeopled vale 


G 
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SONNET IV. 


Go, tuneful Lark, on quiv ring pinions borne 
To dewy-bolom'd: ict, and win thy way 
Up to Heav'n-gate, while now the young-ey 'd Day | 
Peeps underneath the veiling lids of Morn,. 
With warble ſweet of early notes to warn 
+ The ling ring Sun — then, as thy liquid lay 
Steals ſoftly oer the mountain - ſummiĩt gra. 


Thy mate, light-tripping on the graſſy hows Ai 
f | Sauhall liſten to thy ſong with amorous ear, 
And hail thee to her boſom 0 might 7 

Emulous of thee, an equal favour 5 

I Vould awake my tender minſtrelſy, 

And whiſper ſweeteſt; muſic to my Fair, 


} Had I a mate to liſten, fond: as thine. = 
br 
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SONNET v. 
WAIT TEN IN AN HEBRNMITAOR. 


O Thou, whoſe heedleſs foot doth hither ſtray, 
Begone; it is the region of Deſpair : 
Leſt the bleak mildew of the with'ring air 
Hang o'er thy flight, and blaſt thee on thy way— 
But if ſtern fate hath numb'd thy boſom, tay, 
To faſt with me on parched bread of Care 
In ſilence, and to drink the bitter n 
T ill Death, hols ſhape more near, eck cloſe of gay, 


Strides up, and dark ning into tenfold night, 


Dilates his ature onward to my cave, OE 

Shall ſtrike one tenant of this lonely ſhades 

Then He, whom yet the Monſter ſpare: to ſmite, 
Widow'd, ſhall bear his partner to'the grave, 
And a the carth, that pillows his ſad head. 
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O for ſome potent charm, to ſtay thy wing, 

O Time, whoſe envious haſte hath half o'erfled 
My length of years, while now my daily tread : 
Yet prints the ſwerd, where roſy hands of * 
On bud of Youth refreſhing incenſe fling ; — 


That ſome few ſweets, upon thy pinion ſhed, 


E'erlong may greet thee, that thy ſenſe unfed 


With prime of odour paſs not, till the ſting 
Of venomous blight ſhall wound the tender core— 
Meanwhit, Ye Spirits of Health, ſuſtain the ſhoot 
With fondeſt hand, that no crude blaſt diflever 
The ſtripling bloſſom from the parent-root 
Too ſoon, cer yet life's Zephyr breathes no more, 
And Nature's lingring Sun is ſunk for ever. 


Page 7. read, I ſaw the Muſe of Greece delay: 
In the note at the bottom, read, See Bayle in his account of 
Alfred. 
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